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      Megan had just had the best sex of her life. It was so good, she couldn't remember all the details. Her mind was fuzzy from the endorphins and the orgasmic haze that had consumed her. All she could really do was lie on her back in her bed with a big goofy grin on her face. It was like a dream.

      There was something special about Alonzo. Megan was sure of that. At least, there was something special about his cock. He had left her, very well sated, but even now she could picture it in her mind's eye. Long and thick. It was the kind of cock that Megan thought women should worship. She wanted it again and again, in her pussy, in her mouth, in her ass, between her breasts, in her hands. Anywhere it would fit. She wanted it.

      Megan sighed as she absentmindedly stared up at the ceiling. Her whole body was flush from the experience, a slight sheen of sweat covering her. But her thoughts had already wandered back to Alonzo. She needed him again. She wanted to ride his cock until he came in her. She wanted to swallow his load, tasting him on her tongue and feeling his cum warm her stomach. She wanted him to fill her pussy, making her his.

      It was only the sound of footsteps approaching her door that pulled Megan from her lusty daydream. The door opened and Carla appeared, a bottle of pills in her hand.

      "Oh, hi," Megan said, surprised by her housemate. She made no move to cover up her exposed body. "Uh, I was just... Well, I just..."

      "Got fucked by Alonzo?" Carla said with a small laugh. The truth was, Megan had only started hooking up with Alonzo after she overheard Brandon nailing Carla. The sound of fucking had turned her on and left her dripping with need. She needed someone to fuck her, and Alonzo had been the one to fill that hole, figuratively and literally. That had been weeks ago and Alonzo had more than met every expectation Megan had. He was a stud and a sexual god. At least, she felt that way in her current state of stupidity.

      "Um, yeah," Megan said, her chest rising and falling from her heavy breaths. "He's so good."

      "I'm happy for you," Carla replied with a smile. "Here. This is your new set of pills for the week."

      Carla tossed the bottle of pills to Megan. She caught them deftly and sat up, leaning against the headboard of her bed. Megan looked at the bottle, turning it in her hands. They were all on them, all six members of the house. Smart pills that made them smarter. But it only took a couple weeks before they started exhibiting a tolerance to the drug. It took more pills to keep them in their heightened state of intelligence. But with a limited weekly supply, that meant they were all having to spend time in a dumb state.

      Had the students been more aware of their situation, they would have been concerned about the fact that their baseline intelligence had dropped significantly, but their thoughts were on academics when they were smart and they did not care when they were off of the pills.

      "Oh, okay," Megan said, realizing she needed to respond to Carla. "Thanks."

      "Of course," Carla said. "I'm sure these will make us smart again."

      "I'm sure they will."

      But then Megan sat there, naked and clutching the pill bottle, feeling a sense of anxiety that was out of place with her brain break weekends. There was a problem, a big problem. Monday was coming. She would have to go back to school. She would have to take the pills and start worrying about school again.

      Carla could sense that something was wrong with her housemate. She might not be academically smart, but she could still sense when someone was upset. "What's wrong, Megan?"

      "It's just... I don't want to be smart again," Megan admitted, feeling foolish even as the words left her lips. "I mean, I do. School is important. It's why I'm here. But then..."

      "Ugh, it's the Sunday scaries," Carla said with sudden realization. "It happens to me all the time. Like, I have to go back to school tomorrow and I don't wanna, because the weekends are so much fun. But you know, I have to go to school."

      "Yeah, I know that," Megan said, looking at her friend. "But the thing is, I really don't want to do it. I don't want to take more pills. I'm not, like, ready to go back, you know?"

      "Then don't," Carla said with a shrug, as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

      "But, I need to get good grades," Megan complained.

      "So what?" Carla asked, as if the answer was clear. "You can always take the pills later, when you're ready. It'll give you more time to, um, get to know Alonzo."

      An image of Alonzo's cock formed in Megan's mind again. Not that Alonzo would be the same man when he was taking the pills, but the pills did not affect his cock. And with enough blood flow to the cock, even the smartest man could be rendered stupid, at least in the moment. That would certainly make things interesting, Megan realized. A smile crept across her face. She could feel her pussy moisten in anticipation of more fucking and another giant orgasm.

      "You're right," Megan said. "I can just take the pills whenever I want."

      "Sure you can," Carla agreed, her eyes glassy from her own brain fog. "Just tell your teachers you're sick or whatever. They'll get it. You'll be fine."

      Megan nodded. That made sense. She could just skip school until she was ready. It was not a permanent solution, obviously. But she had been so busy for so long with her schoolwork, she could use a break. If she could have a break from school, she would not have to worry about being in her dumb state. And Megan really liked being dumb all weekend. She only hoped it would feel as good during the week.

      "Totally," Megan agreed, feeling her spirits rise. "Thanks, Carla. You're a big help. I'm feeling better already."

      "Sweet," Carla replied. "Let me know how it goes, because, like, I feel the same. It feels so good to not have to worry about anything. I'd love to keep that up during the week too, if I could. I'd totally rather be on my brain break than back to being smart and worrying about my classes."

      "Totally," Megan agreed, nodding her head emphatically. "Yeah, I'm definitely gonna keep you in the loop on how this goes. I'm sure there's a way we can find more time to feel like this."

      Megan flopped back down on her bed, letting the bottle of pills roll out of her hand and onto the floor. She would deal with them later. All she wanted to do now was relax and enjoy her post-coital bliss. Her mind was still stuck on the image of Alonzo's cock and all the things he could do with it.

      It was a shame that he had to take a break between fucks. But that just gave Megan time to fantasize more. He would be back, eventually. And when he was, she would make sure he gave her another big O, just like the one he had given her earlier. It was a promise she was making to herself. She deserved pleasure like that, and Alonzo was the perfect guy to give it to her.
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      Monday came and Megan felt as light as ever. Her mind was clear of worry. She was free of stress. And best of all, her pussy was still tingling from her romp with Alonzo the night before. As far as she was concerned, this was the life. This was what happiness was meant to feel like.

      And since Megan was taking a further mental break from school, she wanted to get as far away from campus as possible. She did not want to be reminded of all the work she had to do. There were papers to write and readings to complete. There were lectures to attend, discussions to join. There were so many responsibilities for a high performing history student. And that was why Megan decided to leave campus. She had to take the opportunity to get away from it all and just relax and enjoy herself. And there was no better way to relax than with a little shopping. At least, that was what all of her favorite reality TV stars did when they were stressed out or upset about something.

      As Megan roamed the mall, her usual conservative clothing style felt bland and boring, completely lacking the fun and excitement that her new lifestyle demanded. It was time for a change. It was time for a makeover.

      Already a blonde, Megan did not need to worry about dying her hair. Blondes were supposed to have more fun. She was not sure that was true, but as a blonde, she now felt the need to live up to her natural hair color. Carla had pushed the envelope, focusing on fun and sex when they were on their brain breaks. Megan needed to live up to that image while she extended her brain break.

      Bright colors. Thin fabrics. Revealing cuts. These were the sorts of clothes Megan found herself drawn toward as she browsed the various stores. She did not have any clear idea of what she wanted, but she was certain she would find it. And as the pile of clothes in the fitting room grew, it was clear she was on the right track. It was a new look, one she had never tried before.

      Megan had a naturally curvy body. What she lacked in her bust, she more than made up for with her hips, ass, and thighs. Yes, it left her a bit pear shaped, but she knew no one would complain if she wore a short miniskirt that hugged her hips and showed off her thick thighs. She was certain no one would care that she was not big chested when she was wearing a crop top and showing off plenty of belly. Her flat tummy looked like it was ready for a photo shoot in such an outfit. Her skin was tan and healthy. And if her breasts were small, then they were small enough to not need a bra, at least under the right kinds of clothes.

      But as Megan's collection of purchased outfits grew, it was not just clothes that ended up in her bag. There were new makeup products: lipsticks, eye shadows, and blushes that would all help in accentuating her features and making her feel more like the sex kitten that she wanted to become. The idea of becoming the sluttiest and most sexual of the women in the house, outshining even Carla, was too appealing to ignore.

      Then came the shoes. Megan had seen it in all of the reality TV shows. The sexy women wore high heels, the higher the better. And given her own lack of quality heels, Megan soon started buying them up, pair after pair, each one matching an outfit she had already purchased.

      However, when Megan reached the checkout counter, the clerk told her politely that her credit card had been denied. "I'm sorry, ma'am," the man said. "Do you have another card you can use? Or another form of payment?"

      Megan stared into her purse, biting her lower lip as she unsuccessfully tried to think of what to do. All of her other cards were maxed out. And she did not carry cash anymore. She did not even have checks for her bank account.

      An image of Alonzo's cock popped into Megan's head. It was a safe image. It pushed away the stress of the moment, even if it did not provide a solution that she could count on.

      "Uh... um..." Megan muttered, unsure of how to proceed. Her mind was mostly blank. All she knew was that she could not leave the store without the heels. They were perfect and they matched the outfit she had already bought. "Do you like, um, accept blowjobs?"

      "Huh?" the clerk said, surprised by the question. Then he saw the look in her eyes, the unfocused, slightly confused expression. He realized she was serious. "Are you really asking me to let you buy these with a blowjob?"

      "Um, yeah," Megan said, smiling. She felt a little proud of herself for coming up with the idea, even if the only inspiration she had was the memory of Alonzo's dick. It made sense. After all, sex was fun, and the man in front of her was cute enough. Sure, he lacked Alonzo's muscles. The clerk looked more like Carla's Brandon in shape, but still strong, fit, and athletic. A nice body. And the man's face was handsome enough, in a rugged sort of way. There was no reason she could not use this to her advantage.

      "Well, uh, sure," the clerk finally said after taking a long look at Megan's curvy figure, imagining how she would look as she got on her knees and took his cock between her lips. "Sure. If that's how you wanna pay..."

      "Oh, awesome," Megan gushed. "I'm totally happy with that. You'll love it. I've gotten really good at sucking dick. And then I get the heels, right?"

      The man behind the counter nodded. "Um, yeah. You'll get the shoes. But we can't do it here. I don't want to get fired." He looked around the store, making sure there were no customers nearby. "There's a supply closet in the back. We can do it there."

      "Sweet," Megan replied, bouncing a little with enthusiasm. "Let's go."

      The man let Megan into the supply closet. He pulled a cord to turn on the light and shut the door behind him, locking it for added privacy.

      As soon as they were alone, Megan got to her knees, pushing past the clerk's hands so that she could undo the buckle of his belt and unbutton and unzip his jeans. She pulled out his already hard cock, licking her lips at the sight of it.

      "Mmm, that looks yummy," she murmured, her voice dripping with desire.

      She wasted no time taking him into her mouth. The head of his cock slid past her lips, sliding across her tongue as she sucked him in. Her head began to bob, taking him deeper with every motion. She could feel the length of him filling her mouth, his thickness stretching her lips. Megan moaned softly around his cock as she continued to suck.

      The clerk was not expecting to have his dick sucked when he went to work that morning. He had been working hard and was looking forward to a lunchtime sandwich and a short nap in the break room. However, this was a better option. A much more satisfying way to spend the minutes before his lunch break. And since Megan was seemingly the type of woman to offer a blowjob to pay for shoes, he doubted it would be a big deal if he came in her mouth. It might not even be something she noticed. That allowed the young clerk to let go of any lingering guilt and just enjoy the moment, the soft slurping and sucking noises of a woman's eager mouth on his hard erection.

      "Oh, fuck," the man groaned, feeling Megan's lips slide up and down his length.

      For Megan, this was only the second cock she had sucked, after Alonzo's. The clerk's was smaller, but that just made it easier. Megan felt like she was on the easy setting of a video game, but that just meant she could further turn off her brain and just let her body's instincts take over. No thinking. Just sucking.

      The clerk could only last for so long. His release approached and he began to grunt more and more loudly, announcing his imminent climax. At least he tried to warn her. But in the end, it was not necessary. Megan eagerly swallowed his load as he came, making sure to not spill a single drop. The clerk braced himself against the wall, never having had a woman suck him dry in quite the same way.

      "Whoa," the clerk said once Megan had finished.

      She looked up at him, a satisfied smile on her face. Megan still thought Alonzo's cock was better. His cum certainly tasted better. But the clerk's was still enjoyable in its own right. And given the way the clerk was panting from his climax, she was sure he enjoyed it too.

      The clerk put his cock away and opened the door, leaving the closet first. Megan followed behind, a smile plastered across her face. As soon as she stepped out of the room, the clerk handed her the bag with the pair of heels. "Thanks, ma'am," he said, acting professionally despite how he had just cum in her mouth in the supply closet. "Have a nice day."

      "Thanks for the shoes. I'll totally be back another time."

      Megan walked toward the checkout counter and picked up the shoe box, her hips swaying as she left the store, a big grin on her face. She had never been so bold before. She had never actually had this much fun before. She was loving her time away from school, and now she could spend even more of it with her new pair of heels. She could not wait to try them out.

      Megan made her way to her car, feeling like a new woman. She had new, sexy clothes to change into when she got home. Plus, she learned a valuable lesson. Men would do stuff for her when she gave them her body. It had worked once, and there was no reason to think it would not work again. Although, even as Megan was happy with the result, there was still the problem of her credit card. She had used up her limit, and she was sure the bank would not accept sex as a form of payment. A random store clerk, yes, but a bank official, far less likely. They only cared about dollars and cents. Money would remain an issue as Megan pondered her new lifestyle.
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      "Did you, like, ever figure out what to do about school this week?" Carla asked as she sat across from Megan in the living room. It was Wednesday evening. Carla's smart pills had already worn off for the day. Had she still been smart, she would have spent her evening studying. Instead, she was just enjoying the mental break.

      "Oh, yeah, I, like, figured that out ages ago," Megan said. It had actually only been two days since her encounter with the store clerk, but without a concept of time, it could have been far longer. "I went and talked to my professors and they're totally on board."

      "With you being, like, dumb and stuff all the time?"

      "No, silly," Megan said, playfully swatting at the air. "I don't even, like, have to go to class anymore. I just need to visit during, um, private office hours and stuff. Blowjobs, even sex, whatever it takes. I'm totally gonna graduate, but I don't know if I'll shoot for honors."

      "All of them?" Carla asked, surprised by the boldness of her newest friend. "Aren't a bunch of them married?"

      "Yeah," Megan agreed. "And they were, like, so totally happy when I told them I'd be quiet and stuff, so that their wives wouldn't find out. They said I could skip class, and as long as I, um, keep 'em happy, they'll make sure I graduate. It's totally awesome."

      Carla was impressed, not just by Megan's boldness, but also because she would now have a ready-made group of guys who were willing to fuck her regularly. The more sex the better.

      "But I think I'm gonna start going to class again. I mean, not when I'm shopping, or at the salon, or whatever, but this school has a bunch of hot guys. I totally want them to see me and want to fuck me. It's like, you know, a way to, um, meet new people, or whatever. I'll probably still skip most of my classes, but if there are a bunch of hot guys, then I'll go more."

      "Right," Carla said, nodding her head in agreement. "Totally. But does Alonzo mind you sleeping around?"

      "Oh, we're not, like, a couple or anything. We just hookup a lot, you know? Like, he's so good at fucking me, but it's not like he owns me. I can have other boyfriends too."

      "Cool," Carla said, nodding. "I totally feel you. Brandon is, like, super nice and stuff, and his dick is awesome, but there are so many other dicks out there to try. You just gotta, um, have fun with it and stuff, you know?"

      "Totally," Megan agreed.

      "Carla, I need help," Jeri announced, coming into the room, her hands on her hips. She looked haggard and upset, a desperation in her eyes. She was already in her dumb phase of the day. But she still looked like she was smart. She had an air about her.

      "What's wrong?" Carla asked, immediately concerned. "Are you okay?"

      "No," Jeri said with a deep sigh. "The pills aren't working as well for me anymore. They, like, work for a while, and then I start to feel all stupid again. I've been trying to take more of them, like when we first started, but I don't wanna run out early. I need more pills. Are you sure we only get a weekly supply? I don't wanna be this dumb anymore."

      "Whoa," Carla said, shaking her head. "Slow down, girl. You're, like, worrying way too much. They get delivered every Sunday. Nothing extra."

      "But I have extras," Megan added, feeling helpful. "I've totally decided to, um, skip being smart for a while. Like, I'm already a total history whiz or whatever, and I, um, already got things figured out with my professors, so there's no reason for me to be smart. So, I have this week's allotment of pills in my bedroom, if you wanna use 'em."

      "Oh my god, really?" Jeri said. "You'd be a life saver if I could get them. I'll do anything, I swear."

      "Maybe," Megan said, her brow furrowing. "How much money would you be willing to give me?"

      "Oh, um, I don't even know," Jeri answered. She kept talking but Megan could not concentrate. And when Jeri started talking about numbers, she zoned out even more.

      "Yeah, that sounds good," Megan finally said. "Go get your money and I'll get the pills."

      As Megan walked to her bedroom to grab the bottle of smart pills, she began to realize this was the final nail in the coffin of her intelligence. She had her grades fixed. She had her brain break, possibly permanently. And selling the pills would let her shop and have fun without money concerns. It was perfect.

      The two women met again in the living room. Jeri handed Megan a big bundle of cash and Megan handed Jeri the bottle of pills. Megan had just sold her smart pills, and she could not have been happier about it.
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      "Yes," Megan moaned as Alonzo entered her from behind. She was on her hands and knees on the bed, her head up and watching the television screen in Alonzo's bedroom.

      "Fuck, I don't know which of you is hotter," Alonzo groaned as he thrust his cock into Megan. "You, or this bimbo."

      The bimbo in question was a porn star. The sex between the two college students was good, but they were always looking to spice it up further. Today, that meant watching porn while doing the deed themselves.

      "She's so sexy," Megan moaned, barely able to focus on the screen. Alonzo's cock always made her brain fuzzy. It felt so good. But still, she managed to keep an eye on the screen, where the woman's big boobs bounced as the well-hung man pounded his cock into her. She looked like the quintessential bimbo.

      "God, yeah, she is," Alonzo agreed. "But fuck, I really love your pussy. I could pound it all day. Every day."

      "Mmm, yeah, baby," Megan moaned, rocking back against his thrusting cock. "Fuck me long and hard. I love it. I need it. And you're, like, totally right about her being hot. I just love her tits. They look so sexy."

      "Yeah," Alonzo agreed. "Huge tits. You gotta love big jugs like that. I'd just love to, fuck, bury my face in those tits. Or to fuck 'em. God, that would be so awesome."

      "Mmm, yeah," Megan said, imagining what that would feel like, even though it was an impossibility for her. She did not have big tits. Not like that porn actress.

      Megan continued to watch the video, and no matter how much Alonzo's cock seemed to distract her, the woman's breasts remained in the forefront of Megan's mind. They were so big, and they jiggled and bounced so much with the man's thrusts. It was so sexy. She wished her own body was that sexy.

      The couple kept watching as the man pulled out and started jacking off, spraying the woman's face and chest with his cum. But the only thing Megan could focus on was how the strands of sticky cum landed on the fake tits and slowly dripped off. It was such a contrast. Big, perky, fake breasts covered in thick cum.

      "God, that was hot," Alonzo grunted. He grabbed Megan's hips tightly, holding her in place as he buried his cock inside her, sending wave after wave of his seed to fill her.

      The feeling of Alonzo pumping her full of cum triggered Megan's orgasm, and she moaned loudly as it hit her. Her pussy clamped down on the fat cock stretching her, milking it as she was fucked through her climax.

      "Fuck," Megan moaned as she was inundated with pleasure. "God damn. So fucking good."

      Finally, Alonzo finished, and he slowly extracted himself from her, a trail of his cum dripping from the head of his cock and down onto the bed. The man collapsed onto the bed next to Megan, and she was quick to crawl up beside him, cuddling into his chest with his arm, thick with muscle, wrapped around her.

      "So, would you ever, like, want me to have tits that big?" Megan could not help but make the comparison. The bimbo on the screen seemed pretty dumb. Megan had spent a week in her dumb state and she loved it. She had already sold another week's supply of smart pills to Jeri, pocketing the money without any idea of how to spend it.

      Alonzo did not answer right away. Instead, he cupped one of Megan's smallish breasts in his hand, massaging and playing with it. When Megan was smart, she would have slapped his hand away, even in their intimate embrace, but now she enjoyed the attention and affection, as well as the feeling of a strong, manly hand squeezing her breast and pinching her nipple.

      "Would I like it?" Alonzo finally said, after he considered the question. "Yeah. I think it'd be hot. I like your body now, but bigger is always better, you know?"

      "Really?" Megan was a little surprised. She had heard men talk about liking natural breasts before, and hers were small, but they were all natural, and sensitive too. She could feel herself getting turned on again as Alonzo's hands played with her tits. Her pussy was still leaking his cum, but she would happily let him add to the load.

      "Oh yeah," Alonzo continued. "Bigger is just better. If we could, like, get your tits up to that size, it'd be so fucking hot."

      "As big as the bimbo in the movie?" Megan asked, referring to the porn star.

      "Yeah. I mean... sure. But I'm happy with how things are now." Alonzo was happy to have any girl, let alone a hottie like Megan. Having her with bigger boobs would only be a bonus, not that he would ever push her to change.

      "I think I wanna get a boob job," Megan finally said. "You'll totally like me more if I have big tits, right?"

      "Babe, just the thought of you with big tits is making me hard again," Alonzo replied. "You're gonna look so sexy. You should definitely get a boob job."

      "Awesome," Megan replied, turning so that she was on her back. "Now fuck me, Alonzo. I'm, like, so fucking horny now."

      Alonzo did not need to be asked twice. He pushed Megan's thighs apart and mounted her, pushing his cock into her pussy. His previous load made the entry smooth. Megan gasped, her eyes rolling up in her head as his thick shaft filled her. She could not help herself. She loved being a dumb slut.
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      "I want you to come to the clinic with me," Megan said to Carla. More and more, they had become friends, aided by their common enjoyment of being dumb sluts. Carla still took her smart pills, but she had to ration when she took them. Her tolerance had reached a point where she could only be fully smart a couple days per week. By Friday afternoon, she was always fully in her dumb state.

      And it was a Friday afternoon. Megan had scheduled a consultation with a local plastic surgeon, but now she wanted support from her friend, helping her make a good decision. It was one thing to just do what Alonzo said, but Alonzo was a man and not always the smartest of men. He was hot, with an amazing cock, but he experienced similar tolerance issues with the smart pills as Carla did.

      "The clinic?" Carla asked, confused. That had become a common feeling for her. When the weekend came around, the pills wore off and her brain just felt like mush. She could barely complete a thought. But she still managed to have fun. It was the most relaxing part of the week. Being a high-achieving student was stressful, after all.

      But Carla had also learned a lot from Megan in recent weeks. While Megan had been bold in setting up fuck dates with her professors to get passing grades, Carla was adopting a slower approach, trying to figure out if her professors would be receptive to the idea of her using her body to pass their classes. Her outfits had certainly shifted to a more revealing style, even when she was at peak intelligence. Dumb Carla had been removing the less fashionable styles from her closet, leaving Smart Carla to deal with it.

      "I think I'm gonna get bigger boobs,” Megan said. "Do you ever wish yours were bigger?"

      Carla looked down at her chest, cupping her breasts in her hands and squeezing them. She felt a twinge of pleasure shoot through her. Her breasts were sensitive. Everything felt so much better when she was on a brain break. And considering how many pills it took to be smart, Carla spent most of her week on a brain break. She was barely able to keep up in her classes. There was just too much work to do, even considering Carla was so much more efficient with her time when she was smart.

      "I never really, like, thought about it before."

      "You know what they say, Carla. Bigger is better. I asked Alonzo and that's what he told me. We were watching this blonde bimbo with big, fake tits and she was so fucking hot. I want to be that sexy."

      "I can, like, totally picture it," Carla said, her eyes growing distant as her fantasy grew. "You're right. So hot."

      "So you'll come to the clinic with me?"

      "Um, sure," Carla replied. "Let's go."

      It was a short drive to the plastic surgery clinic. Despite their lower intelligence, they could still remember how to drive a car. Although they were more easily distracted, they remained safe behind the wheel.

      "Hello, I'm Dr. Price," a tall, older man in a white lab coat said. "And one of you must be Megan."

      Megan's eyes opened wide. "How did you know my name?"

      The doctor laughed. He could pin these two women right away, seeing them as bimbos. He could already guess the type of boob job that would appeal to them.

      "You're my last appointment for the day," Dr. Price explained. "And I see you brought a friend. Are you both interested in an augmentation?" The doctor smiled, hoping to work on two sets of breasts instead of one.

      Carla blushed at the suggestion. It was a good idea, but she was not sure she was ready for that step. "Oh, um, I don't think I am. I'm just here to support, you know?"

      "Yeah, I'm the one who wants bigger boobs," Megan chirped in.

      "Well, come back into my office and let's figure this out. Your friend is welcome to join you."

      "My name is Carla."

      "It's a pleasure to meet you, Carla. Megan, would you like Carla to join you in the consultation?"

      "Totally," Megan said. She reached out and held Carla's hand as if they were best friends. They had almost become so, at least while Carla was on her brain breaks.

      Before they knew it, they were sitting across from Dr. Price in his office.

      "What size and shape are you thinking about, Megan?" Dr. Price asked once the pleasantries were out of the way. It was time to get down to business.

      "Like, as big as possible," Megan answered. "And fake and round and stuff. I wanna look like the bimbo I saw in a porn video."

      Dr. Price nodded. He had guessed right for his latest patient. Big and fake was definitely a statement, but for a woman who did not seem to have a lot going on upstairs, she needed her body to do her talking for her. He figured Megan had a future as a stripper or porn star herself. Her friend might, too, if he made the right offer.

      "Yes, that is definitely doable. You've got a great frame for breasts like that. I can definitely take you as big as possible, if that's what you want."

      "Oh, yes," Megan said, her enthusiasm growing stronger. "I want it. Big and round and beautiful."

      "And now comes the question of whether Carla here wants to join you in leaving the itty bitty titty committee."

      Carla perked up at the sound of her name. "The what committee?" Even if she had heard the entire question, she might have still been confused.

      "Here's what I can offer you both," Dr. Price said. "If you both commit to breast augmentations, I can give you a discount and I can throw in some lip filler for free. And if you have any friends who want to get in on this deal, I can make it even better."

      Megan's and Carla's eyes went wide. This was a real bargain. The doctor must have been very generous.

      "Oh, we could invite Jeri," Megan said excitedly. She looked at Carla, hopeful that she would agree.

      "Jeri?" Carla asked. "But, like, she's so smart."

      "Exactly. She's too smart to miss out on this deal. She's gotta come. We can save even more money. That way we can put the savings toward, I don't know, buying some sexy new clothes and high heels?"

      "I like that idea," Dr. Price said. "Why don't you give your friend Jeri a call and see if she would like to join us?"

      Carla pulled out her phone and dialed Jeri, putting the phone on speaker phone so everyone could hear her. Jeri picked up after a couple rings.

      "What do you want?" Jeri asked, sounding annoyed. "I'm studying."

      "Hey, Jeri," Megan called out. "Carla and I are at the boob doctor and he's giving us a discount if we do it together. And we can get an even bigger discount and stuff if you joined us. You're super smart all the time. You must get how big an investment this is or something, right?"

      "Boob doctor?" Jeri asked. "Are you crazy? You're getting a boob job? Why would you do something like that?"

      "I'm not sure if you're, like, familiar with this phrase, but bigger is better. I'm gonna have the biggest boobs. And Carla's thinking about doing it too, but we want to save as much money as we can. And you're, like, one of us."

      "The only reason I have anything to do with you Megan is because you sell me your, um, your extra stuff." Jeri tried to find a way to talk about the smart pills without making it sound like Megan was a drug dealer. "So no, I don't want in on this deal. I just want to study and graduate with honors. Now, please, leave me alone. I don't want anything to do with your crazy and dumb ideas."

      "You don't get it, Jeri," Megan said before Carla hung up.

      "What a rude bitch," Carla muttered after she set her phone down.

      "Agreed," Megan added. She then looked up at Dr. Price. "Sorry. I guess it's just the two of us."

      "Not a problem," Dr. Price said. "I can fit you both in next week for your operations, doing them on the same day. And I assume you both want to go as big as possible?"

      Megan already knew her answer, but she looked at Carla, wanting to make sure her friend was on the same page. Carla looked nervous. Her eyes were shifting around, looking anywhere but at the doctor.

      "Carla," Megan said softly. "You want to do this, right?"

      "Um, I dunno," Carla replied. "I mean, like, this seems so crazy."

      "It's only crazy if you don't get a boob job," Megan countered. "Bigger is better. Just think about how much hotter you'll be with big boobs. Think about how many more guys will want to fuck you. Your professors will be all over you. Smart and sexy. That's what everyone will think about you. We'll both be super sexy. I'll be dumb and you'll be smart and everything will work out perfectly."

      Dr. Price held back a laugh. He had a hard time believing that Carla was ever smart, but he had no idea about the smart pills. He thought Carla was a natural airhead. A bimbo, basically. She would look good with big, fake tits, that was for sure.

      "You think so?" Carla asked. "Okay, let's do it."

      "Perfect," Dr. Price said. He pulled out some forms for the two women to sign. Neither of them bothered to read the fine print. It would have been beyond them even if they had tried. But they were getting exactly what they were asking for. They would soon have boobs worthy of bimbos.
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      Megan stood in front of the mirror, admiring her naked body. Her big tits looked bolted onto her frame, giving her an hourglass shape that she never had before. As fake as her new tits looked, she loved the way her waist pinched inward and then back out into a decent sized ass and hips. She felt sexy. She felt like a bimbo.

      After recovering from her surgery, she had already enjoyed plenty of sex with Alonzo. He had been very surprised and pleased at her new tits. Megan's boobs were big and so sensitive. She loved it when Alonzo, or any of the other men she regularly slept with, played with them. She could almost orgasm from playing with her tits by themselves and no other stimulation. Almost.

      Then again, just looking at herself in the mirror was enough to turn Megan on. Without any thoughts getting in the way, Megan could easily imagine herself turning men on with her sexy body, which, in turn, turned her on. Megan loved feeling sexy. She loved feeling desired. And now, her tits ensured that feeling would continue, probably forever.

      But Megan was no longer content staying in the house she shared with the other students testing the smart pills while she recovered. She wanted to be seen. She needed to be seen. And after a lengthy absence from her classes, it was time to make her appearance, to show all of campus just how sexy Megan had become.

      She began with her wardrobe, going for something that would both highlight and complement her new breasts. For panties, she only owned thongs at this point, but she picked a black pair that would contrast with the rest of her outfit. Megan pulled the thong up her legs and then pulled the straps over her hips. This was a thong that was meant to be seen. Plus, it framed her belly-button piercing, a new addition that just felt right.

      Next came a pink crop top. It was a halter-style, leaving her shoulders bare while tying behind her neck. It was also low cut, showing off ample cleavage. It was not a top that allowed for a bra, but with tits like hers, they stood up all on their own. It was part of the beauty of going fake, along with the exquisite skill of Dr. Price, who had shaped her breasts to perfection.

      For her lower half, Megan picked out a matching skirt. It hugged her hips tightly, barely covering the swell of her ass. She was not worried about her modesty. Between her lower intelligence and the knowledge she was wearing a thong that people could already see, Megan was not worried about wardrobe malfunctions. If someone caught a glimpse of her panties, that was part of the fun.

      Megan then stepped into a pair of pink platform heels. They were tall, taller than anything she had ever worn before she had chosen the bimbo life. But now, they felt right. Each step caused her boobs to bounce and jiggle on her chest, putting on a show for anyone who might be watching. And bounce and jiggle they did as she stepped up to her vanity to prepare the rest of her look.

      It was all about maximizing her femininity, taking it to an extreme. The huge tits really sold the look, but Megan was committed to always looking her best. And her first day back in her classes was too important to risk going without makeup. It needed to look good. It needed to be perfect.

      Megan made her eyes smoky and alluring, with thick fake eyelashes that were sure to get her noticed. But it was Megan's lips that stole the show. The filler had given her lips that any man would want wrapped around his cock. And Megan was all about matching, painting her lips to match her outfit. She looked hot. She was ready to return to school.

      The reaction on campus was everything Megan had hoped for. Men gawked at her, their jaws hanging open. Women sneered and muttered to themselves, jealous of Megan's enhanced appearance and easy sexuality. And it was easy for Megan. This was just who she had become. Her big tits had been a missing puzzle piece and now that they were in place, her life had been completed. She was a bimbo. She loved being a bimbo. She loved everything about it.

      By the time Megan arrived at her first class of the day, she was late. That was not a problem, though, because her tardiness was only going to help sell the image she wanted to cultivate. This was her history class. It was a topic that did not interest her. Not anymore. Megan had given up her dreams of being a teacher. It was much more fun to be a hot piece of ass without a thought in her head.

      Every student in the room stared at Megan as she sashayed across the room, choosing the empty seat in the front row. Even the professor stopped his lecture upon her entrance.

      "Miss, ah, Megan," the professor said. It was obvious he had not expected her in class that day, or any day soon, based on his reaction. "Welcome back."

      "Hi," Megan said brightly before taking her seat. As she sat down, her tits bounced. They bounced some more when she scooted her seat up to the desk, and then they jiggled when she bent over to set her small clutch purse on the floor beneath her chair.

      The Megan of old would have been prepared with a notebook and a pen, but this Megan, the bimbo, had none of those things. Her purpose in class was not to learn, but to be seen. Technically, her deals with her professors did not require attendance. Megan joining class was all about posing for the male students, to make them want to fuck her.

      And pose, Megan did. She sat there, her back straight, her shoulders back, her body turned just right to make sure every man in the room could appreciate her additional assets. Her new boobs. They looked incredible. They felt incredible. Megan was in love with her own tits. She wanted everyone else to be too. She wanted the other women to feel envy and she wanted the men to want to fuck her, even if only in their masturbatory fantasies. Megan was more than willing to fulfill those desires for some of them, but it would have to be a special offer unless they fit the mold she liked. Big, strong, and maybe a little dumb was definitely her type, just like Alonzo. Although his brain breaks left him just as dumb as her. But Megan was no longer interested in intelligence. She just wanted to feel good, to be fucked by big cocks, and to enjoy life. There was no need to worry about the future. The only thing that mattered was the present and who she could fuck and how she could feel.

      The lecture came and went, but Megan barely heard a word. She was too busy putting on a performance. She kept up her pose, showing off her best assets, all the while mentally flirting with the men in the room. There were winks given, small smiles, all to entice her fellow students. This had nothing to do with education and everything to do with sex.

      When the lecture was finally finished, the professor wrapped things up and the students began filing out, eager to leave the stuffy classroom, but with eyes full of lust as they passed Megan. Some even stopped to ask for her number. But instead of handing out her number, she collected theirs instead, giving her a growing list of potential hookups.

      And when the final male suitor had left the classroom, that just left Megan and the professor. As expected, he was busy at the podium, organizing his materials.

      Megan stood up and smoothed out her skirt before she strutted toward the professor. "I really struggled with today's lesson, Professor. Maybe you could give me some special tutoring. You know, one-on-one?" She put her arms on top of the podium and leaned over, showing off her tits to the man. She also made sure to press her tits together, accenting her already deep cleavage.

      "Megan," the professor said. He took off his reading glasses and sighed. "You're one of my best students."

      "Was," Megan corrected, reaching out and touching the professor's hand. "But I can be again with some special help. What do you say, Professor?"

      The man looked at her, his eyes moving down to appreciate the sight of Megan's cleavage.

      "I guess I can be of assistance," he answered.

      "Perfect," Megan said, walking around the podium. The professor had just opened his briefcase, ready to pack away his teaching materials, when Megan dropped to her knees. "Can I show you my new toys, Professor? Would you like to see the girls?"

      Before the professor could respond, Megan reached up and untied the knot at her neck, holding up her crop top and pulling it free of her tits, giving the professor a full show.

      "Well, I..." The professor was speechless as he stared down at Megan's big tits.

      "They're beautiful, aren't they, Professor? And so sensitive. Would you like to feel them?" Megan held her tits up toward the professor. He reached out and began to fondle them. "You can even use them. I know how horny a big dick gets. You can fuck my tits."

      Megan did not wait for the professor to respond. She simply reached out and unbuckled and unzipped his pants. Down came his underwear and out came his hard cock.

      "Ooh, I've always loved your cock, Professor," Megan cooed. "Do you think your cock will like my titties?"

      Before the professor could answer, Megan spat between her tits. The professor got the message and stepped forward and pressed his hard cock into the deep valley of Megan's cleavage. His cock was big and it filled the space between her tits perfectly.

      "Does that feel good, Professor?" Megan asked as she wrapped her tits around the cock and began to slide her chest up and down, titty fucking the professor. "Does it make your cock happy?"

      "God damn, that's good," the professor groaned.

      "Good, so very good," Megan moaned in return. "I love having this big, strong cock between my titties. And you're so smart, Professor. I'm just a dumb girl who wants to get fucked by big cocks. You're the smart one. You can teach me anything. Just use my titties."

      "Yes, oh god," the professor moaned. He had given into the pleasure and was thrusting his hips, sending his cock back and forth between Megan's tits.

      "Mmm, that's a good teacher. Teach me, Professor. Teach me how to make my titties a happy home for a big cock. My titties are so happy."

      "Fuck, fuck, fuck," the professor groaned as his pace increased, his pleasure rising.

      "Am I gonna get a big cum shower?" Megan asked. "I hope so. It's so good for the skin. I just like to rub it in. That is if I don't, like, eat it first. Such a tasty treat." A big smile formed across her face. "Have you been feeding your other students' tasty treats?"

      "Too smart," the professor groaned. "They wouldn't give in to this."

      "You don't need to worry about that with me. I'm dumb and happy to be. Fuck me with your big cock. Treat it good. I'm your cum slut."

      The professor was getting close. His thrusts had become erratic. The moment of orgasmic bliss was fast-approaching.

      "Yes, cum all over my pretty face. Cover me. Show me how much you love my new titties."

      The professor roared as he came, sending a thick wad of seed straight at Megan's face. The next shot hit her chin. Then more and more. The man kept cumming, bathing her in his seed. Some of it landed on her tits or dripped down from her face. Megan looked down at her chest, marveling at all the white goo that coated her skin. She loved feeling so dirty.

      "Oh wow, that's a lot of yummy goodness," Megan said when the professor's cock stopped spewing. Megan scooped up the cum that coated her chest, licking it off her fingers, swallowing it all. Then she swiped a finger across her face, cleaning up the globs of white that remained. Each time, she sucked on her fingers, enjoying the taste of the salty cum. "Mmm, thanks, Professor. You always give the best treats."

      "You got a boob job," the professor stated.

      "I sure did," Megan said. She then reached around her back with both hands and tied the crop top in place. Once again covered, Megan stood up, her heels clicking on the floor. She made a show of pulling down the hem of her skirt, despite the fact it was too short to even cover her ass properly. "What do you think?"

      "Uh, I, um, they're nice tits," he said. Even post-orgasm, he was mesmerized by Megan's new body. His cock was already hard again.

      "They're totally awesome," Megan agreed, looking down at herself, her hands massaging and fondling her breasts through the fabric of her top. "Do you think my F-cups will get me an A in your class? They're worth an A, right?"

      "Um, well, that's, um, hard to say," the Professor said, stumbling over his words. "It's complicated. But you'll pass. You keep this up and you'll pass for sure."

      "Awesome," Megan said, leaning up to kiss the professor on the cheek. "I can't wait to see what sort of grades my new titties get me."

      As Megan strutted out of the classroom, the professor collapsed into a chair, his mind racing, his cock still hard, as he pictured all the things he was going to teach Megan.

      As for Megan, she felt as if she had reached the pinnacle of life. She was young, dumb, and so very sexy. She would leave the brains to the smart people. For Megan, there was nothing better than being a dumb bimbo slut.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ABOUT THE AUTHOR

          

        

      

    

    
      Sadie Thatcher is a longtime author of erotic fiction, especially related to transformations and bimbofication. She likes to say “I have thrown off the shackles of my conservative upbringing and now write erotic stories.”

      She maintains a special blog devoted to her writings, including a behind the scenes look at her writing process, and bimbos in general, as well as highlights works by other authors. They can be found at:

      
        
        https://authorsadiethatcher.tumblr.com

      

      

      
        [image: Bluesky icon] Bluesky

        [image: Ream icon] Ream

        [image: X (Twitter) icon] X (Twitter)

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ALSO BY SADIE THATCHER

          

        

      

    

    
      Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Tegan

      Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Susan

      Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Joy

      Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Katherine

      Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Sarah

      Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Salt and Pepper

      Tales from the Bimbo Ward: Amanda

      Tales from the Bimbo Ward: The Staff

      Mistaken Identity

      My New Bimbo Life

      Keep Calm and Be a Good Bimbo

      (Virtual) Reality

      Side Effects

      Plaything of Olympus

      Experiment in Submission

      Bimbo Bet

      Snow White and the Evil Witch

      Twelve Days of Bimbo

      Chosen

      The Faerie’s Gift

      The Bimbo in Yellow

      Bad Role Model

      Truth or Bimbo

      Truth or Bimbo College Edition

      Bimbo Dome

      Acting the Part

      Subliminal Society

      Inheritance

      Company Morale

      His Bimbo Girlfriend

      The Bimbo Room

      The Bimbos of Blossom

      Dr. Jekyll and Missy Hyde

      Second Chance

      From M&As To T&A

      Trading Places

      The Bimbo Nutcracker Suite

      Milked and Herded

      Fitting In

      Clowning Around

      Transformative Ink

      Choices

      Rival Competition

      Alien Womanhood

      Invasion

      The Princess and the Bimbo

      Bimbo Labyrinth

      The Legend of the Werebimbo

      Power and Corruption

      The Simulation

      The Collar

      Fate

      Out of Love

      Party Girl

      Payback is a Bimbo

      Santa’s Bimbo

      Bimbo Legal

      College Investigation Journal

      Click

      Temptation

      Bite of the Bimbo

      The Rise of the Pink Kitty

      The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag

      The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag: Jenna or Jenni

      The Bimbo Professor: The Curse of Playing Bimbo Tag Book 3

      Anything for the Job

      Anything for the Job 2

      Anything for His Job

      The Bimbo in the Mirror

      The Bimbo in the Mirror 2

      Astrid and the Bimbo Bee

      Bella and the Bimbo Bee

      Cali and the Bimbo Bee

      Desiree and the Bimbo Bee

      Ember and the Bimbo Bee

      Fiona and the Bimbo Bee

      The Intern

      The Lawyer

      The Hacker

      Cause & Effect

      Witless Protection

      Stealing Sally

      Trial and Error

      Beta Testing

      Exposed (Resequenced Series)

      Bimbo for a Weekend

      Bimbo for a Week

      Bimbo for Life

      Surprise!

      Best Laid Plans

      No Going Back

      Bigger

      And Bigger

      The Recruit

      United Love

      The Journalist

      The Promotion

      The New Student

      Breaking the Curve

      Graduation

      The Spice of Life

      Going Deeper

      All the Way

      A Summer of New Experiences

      Personal Plaything

      The Billionaire’s Bimbo

      Stereotype

      Gimbo

      Modelesque

      Seeking Help

      Searching for Answers

      A New Truth

      Utopia’s Fall

      Utopia’s Secret

      Utopia’s Rebirth

      Oasis

      Community

      Money and Truth

      The Collar of Suggestion

      Stolen Suggestions

      Suggestions Lost and Found

      Impossible New Year

      New Year, New Bun

      Worst New Year Ever

      Benedict Amber

      Sara Takes to the Sky

      Vexing the Vixen

      Love and Giggles

      Hot for the Boss

      Free to Be

      Déjà Vu

      One Day at a Time

      Time Flows Like a Bimbo

      Milkville Farm

      Milkville Beauty Queen

      Mystery in Milkville

      Prophecy

      A New Marriage

      The Miracle of Bimboton

      The Diner

      The Motel

      The Service Station

      Be Pink

      Perfectly Plastic

      Pink Plastic Takeover

      Fake It Until You Make It Season 1

      Fake It Until You Make It Season 2

      Fake It Until You Make It Season 3

      Fake It Until You Make It Season 4

      Fake It Until You Make It Season 5

      Fake It Until You Make It Season 6

      Fake It Until You Make It Season 7

      Fake It Until You Make It Season 8

      Simple and Fun Volume 1

      Simple and Fun Volume 2

      Simple and Fun Volume 3

      Simple and Fun Volume 4

      Simple and Fun Volume 5

      Simple and Fun Volume 6

      Silly Bimbo Volume 1

      Silly Bimbo Volume 2

      Silly Bimbo Volume 3

      Bimbo Halloween

      Bimbo Christmas

      Bimbo Technology

      Dorm Room Bimbo

      Carissa’s Magic Pen

      Spirit Walk

      Muscle Memory

      The Case of the Bimbo Wife

      Changes

      Changes 2

      New Year New You

      The Bimbo Dream

      The Wedding Gift

      The Cure

      Backfire

      Bim & Bo Yoga

      Wishing for Each Other

      Bimbo Roots

      A Bimbo at Oktoberfest

      The Lost Bet

      The Fountain

      Bimbo Ghost

      Sugar and Spice and Everything Nice

      Basic Bimbo

      A Helping Hand

      Bimbos in Space

      Christmas Train to Bimboton

      Letters to Bimbo Claus

      Gone Fishing

      The Bimbo Behind the Mask

      Rival Wishes

      What’s in a Name?

      Playing the Game

      Friendly Wishes

      My Chemical Bimbo

      To Be Young Again

      Something Bimbo Calls Him Home

      Wishing for Him

      The Author Gets Bimbofied

      Bigfoot and the Bimbo

      Bimbo Zero

      Going Native

      Thanks for Giving

      Working for Bimbo Claus

      The Spirit of Bimbo Christmas

      The Bimbo Sweater

      What Really Happened to D.B. Cooper

      Starting Over

      Milk and Bliss

      The Fighter

      The Help

      The Bimbo Resort

      Awakening

      Bubblegum and Latex

      Vanity

      Christmas Wish

      Bad Bimbo

      Pumpkin Spice

      Don’t Have a Cow

      The Devil Is in the Details

      Naughty and Nice

      Give the Gift of Bimbo

      Snowbound Seduction

      Frankenstein’s Bimbo

      The Bimbo Christmas Star

      Santa’s Bimbo Helper

      Bimbo, It’s Cold Outside

      Body Swap Rings: Happy Anniversary

      Body Swap Rings 2: Wedding Night

      The Bimbo Experience

      The Bimbo Experience 2

      The Bimbo Experience 3some

      The 4th Bimbo Experience

      Bimbo Genes

      Bimbo Genes II: The Virus

      The Bimbo Genes III: The Epidemic

      Bimbo Juice: Blue Raspberry

      Bimbo Juice: Grape

      Bimbo Juice: Mango

      Bimbo Juice: Pineapple

      Bimbo Juice: Red Apple

      Bimbo Juice: Veggie

      Bimbo Juice Gone Wild: The Muse

      Bimbo Juice Gone Wild: Street Racer

      Bimbo Juice Gone Wild: Score

      Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 1

      Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 2

      Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 3

      Bimbos of the Traveling Earrings: Book 4

      Bimbo Party: Kennedy

      Bimbo Party: Esme

      Bimbo Party: Ariana

      Bimbo Party: Tara

      Workout Buddies

      Wishful Thinking

      Wanting More

      Bimbo Harem: Annabelle

      Bimbo Harem: Josie

      Bimbo Harem: Nikki

      Bimbo Harem: Tiana

      Giggle Dust

      Giggle Dust 2.0

      Giggle Dust 3.0

      Giggle Dust 4.0

      Bimbo Takeover: The First Step

      Bimbo Takeover: Teammates

      Bimbo Takeover: Going to the Top

      Bimbo Takeover: Revenge of the Bimbos

      Thanks for the Mammaries

      A New Beginning

      Copying Kat

      Spreading the Love

      Discovering Eden

      Building Eden

      Spring In Eden

      Saving Eden

      The Perfect Girlfriend

      The Perfect Engagement

      The Perfect Wife

      The Perfect Woman

      Be Hot, Not Smart

      No Thoughts for Thots

      Be Art, Not Smart

      The Cream of the Crop

      A New Kind of Passion

      Getting the Sugar

      A Second Lease on Life

      Summer

      Autumn

      Winter

      Spring

      Edge for Me

      Edge Together

      Edge and Deny

      The Boutique

      Lawyer or Beach Bunny

      Choosing Sides

      Accidental Mayhem

      Controlled Mayhem

      Planned Mayhem

      Jealousy

      Desire

      Fame

      Lessons in the Lab

      Nurse Bimbo

      Brain Drain

      A New Self

      Giving In

      Corrupted

      Bimbo No. 5

      Scent of Bimbo

      Forbidden Obsession

      Goddess Within

      The Message

      Bimbo Queen

      Bachelorette

      Beneath the Gown

      Honeymoon Surprise

      New Rules

      Embrace It

      Not So Smart

      Best of Friends

      Joining Bimbodom

      Bimbo Salon

      Bimbo Vision

      Spiral

      Rerun

      Housemates

      One of Us

      Inevitable

      Life in Plastic

      Plastic Guilt

      Plastic Fantastic

      Leadership

      Founders

      Hostile Takeover

      Cheers

      Happy Hour

      Date Night

      Emergency

      Faint

      Just a Job

      Zora’s Vacation

      Rekindled Love

      Stowaway

      Age of Discovery

      The Law

      Judge Bimbo

      Early Bird

      Missed Connection

      Fashionably Late

      The Politician’s Wife

      Seducing the Senator

      The Bimbo on the Ballot

      First to Fail

      Naughty Natasha

      Winner’s Circle

      The New Neighbor

      One by One

      The Mayor’s Harem

      From the Top

      Making a Star

      Bimbomaniacs

      Keeping Up With Ashley Jones

      Showing Off for Ashley Jones

      Taking Over for Ashley Jones

      Signed Up

      A Sign of Devotion

      The Stray

      Deadline

      Acceptance

      Runaway

      Welcome to America

      Climbing the Corporate Ladder

      Embracing Her True Self

      Patriotic Duty

      In the Navy

      On Leave

      Style

      Attitude

      Fake

      Xera’s Adventure

      Yvaine Versus the Berserker

      Quindra’s New Power

      Ring in the Bimbo

      Pink Pantymonium

      A Brush With Bimbo

      Missing Memories

      Blank Canvas

      Stripped

      Blonde Out

      Standing Apart

      Bleached Brains

      Blooming Beauty

      Chromatic Catastrophe

      Twinkle Twinkle Glitter Wife

      The Bimbo Who Knew Too Much

      On the Run

      Lost Forever

      I Dream of Bimbos

      Neighborly Librarian

      Breaking News

      On Her Knees

      Conforming to the Culture

      A Bimbo in the Office

      Growing Into the Job

      Six Days to Bimbo

      Rescued by the Gangster

      Submitting to the Gangster

      The Bimbo and the Gangster

      The Dating Profile

      The Wingman

      Caught in the Act

      Blue Ribbon Bimbo

      Gold Medal Bimbo

      Bimbo Heptathlon

      Goodnight, Sweet Bimbo

      Nikki’s New Job

      Her Place

      Exposed (Gullible Series)

      Testing

      Sabotage

      New Recruits

      Orientation

      Welcome to the Club

      Secret Desires

      Degradation Game

      Humiliation Hottie

      Quarterback

      Linebacker

      Running Back

      Temporary Employment

      Extra Hours

      Full Time Bimbo

      Growth Mindset

      Accidental Bimbo

      Melting the Ice King

      The Prank

      No Escape

      The Great Bimbofication

      The IQ Diet

      Bimbo Jobs

      Breaking the Bimbo Code

      A Bimbo for All Time

      Betrayal and Joy

      Heaven Can Wait

      Revival of Life

      Adjusting to Womanhood

      Ditziness and Dalliance

      Bimbo Art

      Drawing Made Real

      Her Inner Bimbo

      Captured by the Alien Bounty Hunter

      Claimed by the Alien Soldier

      Betrothed to the Alien King

      Doppelganger

      Sparkle Sparkle

      Girl Power

      Breaking Her Vow

    

  



    
        Don't miss out!

        
            
                Click the button below
            
            and you can sign up to receive emails whenever Sadie Thatcher publishes a new book.  There's no charge and no obligation.
        

        
            
                
                    
                        [image: Sign Me Up]
                

            
            https://books2read.com/r/B-A-DXMQE-BPEHH

        

        
            
            [image: books2read]
            

            Connecting independent readers to independent writers.

        

    

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/heading-gradient-rule-screen.png





OEBPS/images/social-x-screen.png





cover.jpeg
’Sell.mgﬁf
Smar‘rs

Smar‘l‘ Pills Booki2
A Blmbo Transformation'Stoky






OEBPS/images/social-bluesky-screen.png





OEBPS/images/social-ream-screen.png
o






OEBPS/d2d_images/b2r_image.png
BOOKS 7)) READ





OEBPS/d2d_images/new_release_sign_up_button.png
Sign Me Up!





